* Because you are looking so well, laddie.5 And
Stien, who heard this, put her head round the
door.
Approaching the front steps that afternoon, he
looked up through the branches again at the clouds,
and he saw her head disappearing through a window,
fair with a white cap. The bell rang loudly and
went on tinkling. When she stood before him on
the mat, with her lips parted, he saw that she was
small and probably still extremely young. c Will
you wait a moment ? ' she asked. Her eyes gleamed.
It was peaceful in the tiled passage ; he kept his
eyes fixed on the garden-door at the other end until
he saw her coming again in her white apron. When
she handed him the note, her little finger cocked,
he asked her what her name was. e Oh, Wijntje ? '
he said, astonished. She repeated it; he nodded
and looked at her hand again.
At twilight he walked past the house, where
through one of the windows in the back room a light
could be seen ; as he turned back, he noticed how
lovely the dark tree-branches were, how soft the
ground under his feet; he walked past again as far
as the ditch beside the meadow. When he reached
this he began to whistle ; a cow came slowly towards
him ; behind him the trees rustled*
Every day now, when he took the Forest road to
walk under the trees he would whistle. And one
evening, before it was dark, it suddenly came on to